THE    HEEL    OF    ACHILLES       271
Bentinck was smoking quietly. The Pigmies were playing
their reed pipes. They had only one note, and the five who
were playing waited for each other and blew on their pipes
at the correct moment. In this way they produced a kind of
tune. While they played, they hummed to themselves. This
was surely the beginning of music. The evening wind swayed
the treetops and icy water fell from the leaves.
Jan was beside him. Tood, Baas... scoff?
Still in a dream, Wilson took the dish.
Bentinck said. Tomorrow we'll get one.'
Always tomorrow... always yesterday. Last summer...
next summer...
There was a fresh knuckle spoor. Bentinck pointed to a
gorilla nest hi the fork of a tree. It was made of moss, leaves,
and small branches. At the foot of the tree was the male's
nest.
cShe must have a baby,' Bentinck said. 'Safe from leopards
up there with the old man at the bottom.3
The bamboo at the foot of the tree was broken down and
there were the usual discarded, masticated fragments. They
came to a patch of wild celery. It reached to the shoulder and
was almost impenetrable, except where the gorillas had broken
a path through it. There was more dung, fresh, steaming in
the cool of the morning.
The Pigmies disappeared into the undergrowth. They
moved so fast that they were difficult to follow. They were
able to stand up in the tunnelled trails that made Wilson and
Bentinck bend over double and sometimes drop onto all fours.
The track led upward steeply. They fought their way slowly
through the creepers, over great fallen trees, past thornbushes
that tore their clothes. They were stung by gigantic nettles.
At times they had to wait while the Pigmies cleared a path
for them.
Still climbing, they went on till they came to another